For one poem to be born we must kill We must kill many things We shoot, assassinate, poison the many things we love
Look
We shot the silence of four thousand nights and the glare of four thousand days simply because we wanted the trembling tongue of one small bird from the sky of four thousand days and nights
Listen
We assassinated the love of four thousand days and the pity of four thousand nights simply because we needed the tears of one hungry child from all the rainy cities and blast furnaces and the midsummer wharves and the coal mines Remember We see things our eyes cannot see We hear things our ears cannot hear We poisoned the power of imagination of four thousand nights and the cold memories of four thousand days simply because we wanted the fear of one stray dog To give birth to one poem we must kill the things we love This is the only road to take to resurrect the dead This is the road we have to take
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